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The Tragedie 

AH f o Rich. A wake and thinke our wrongwn Hi, {j 0 f 0QJ r 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. f. ' - 

Enter the Chofl of h, Ha flings. 

gho. Bloody and guiltic, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody batcell end thy dayes, 

T hink on L* Haftings,difpaire2nddie. 

T o Ri. Quiet vutroublcd foule, awake, awake, 

Arnie, fight and conquer for faire Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghofls of the twoyong Princes . 

Gho. toK.R. Dreame on thycoufins fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower, 
And weigh thee downetoriuine,ffiamc and death, 

Thy Nephewesfoulesbid thee difpaire and die. 

T o ffo.Slcepe Richmond fleepe, in peace, and wake in ioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Bores annoy, 

• Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florifh. 

Enter the Chofl ofQueene Anne his wife; 

Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 

That neuer fiept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

T o morrow in the battaile thinke on me. 

And fall thy cdgclefle fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccefle and happy vidoric, 

Thy aduerfaties wife doth pra>\forthee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft was ft hat he I pt thee fothe Crownc, 

The laft was I that felt thy cyrannie, 

0,in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineflc: 

Dreame on, dreame on,ot bloody deeds & death. 

Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I d-yed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butchearefhy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and goo'd Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

\{fRichard (iarteth out of a dreame . 

K. Ri. Giue me another horfe,biod yp my wounds s 
mcrcic Iefu ■' fo ft, I did but dreame. O CoW^t 


of Richard the third. 

O coward confidence, how doeft thou affliA tnef 
The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand onmy trembling tleilv 
What do I feare my felfe i thercs none cite by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is,l am 1 J 
Is there a murtheret here i no. Yes I am. 

Then flie,what from my felfe i great reafon wfiy 8 
Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfe i 
Alacke I loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my felfe baue done vnto my felfe i 
O no : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe ? 
lama villaine,yct I lye, 1 am not. 

Poole of thy felfe fpeake well, foole do not flatter, 

My confcience hath a thou land feuerall tongues. 

And euery tonguebrings in a feuerall tale. 

And eu?ry tale condemnes roe for a villaine s 

J?enuric,in the higheft degree, _ - 

Murther,fterne muithet.in the dyreftdegree, 

All feuerall finnes,all vfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the baire, crying all, guiltie, guilder 
1'lhall difpaire, there is no crearute loues me. 

And if 1 die,no foule fhall pittie me: 

And wherefore fhould they Jfincc that I my felfe, 

Finde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthred 

Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard* 

Enter Rathfle. 

Rat. My Lord- 

King. Zounds, who is there £ 

Rat. Ratliffe.my Lord,tis I; the early village cocfcc 
Hath ewife done falutation to the tnorne. 

You* friends are vp,and buckle on their armor.. 

King. O Ratcliffe,I haue dreamd a fearfull dreame, 

W hat think!! thou, will our friends prouc all trie § 

Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

Kmg. ORatcliflfe,! feare,! feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of lhadow«». 

King. By the Apoftle Pauljfl^dowcs to nigh* Haue 
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